A  PAINTER  AND  HIS  TIMES                                  IOI
could, in my way, render England a small service if I tried to under-
mine the Germans1 all-pervading influence; discredit them, show
the French they were mortal, too, and make the French realize
there still was England, France's ally, and she hadn't disappeared
as it was thought. For to many Frenchmen the sudden surprising
death of their own world included the death of England too.
England belonged to the dead yesterdays like the unbeatable French
Army and safety behind the Maginot Line. The French Army was
gone, had melted into thin air, and the Fiihrer had decided to plant
wheat where the Maginot Line had been. My first task, I decided,
was to try to make the French aware of England. With that great
amount of animosity about, it would be an uphill task, especially as
England was associated with the late Front Populaire. Why the Front
Populaire, I know not. Yet so it was. And there was German
propaganda, which was first-rate.
It's interesting to record that the heavy Teuton in that line was
subtler than the subtle Frenchman. The stuff the anti-English
French papers produced cut no ice. To cite as an example: the
continuous reiteration of the Paris Press that Mr. Churchill's
ancestor was Marlborough, who fought the French. The people of
Paris didn't care about that. With all the pressing, whirling
problems of to-day, the Duke of Marlborough didn't serve the
purpose of the detractors of his descendant. Songs French soldiers
used to sing during Marlborough's campaigns appeared in the
papers. They were considered interesting, even charming, and they
left it at that.
As a comparison, there comes back to my mind a picture in one
of the German illustrated papers. A couple of Etonians caught by
a photographer in an attitude which neither denotes much bright-
ness nor reaches above the ridiculous. To put it mildly, a couple of
silly, conceited pups. Those silly faces aren't a monopoly of Eton.
I used to have such a face, too. But dressed as Etonians it was a
most persuasive composition. The caption said, "We're the sons of
lords and millionaires. First we wanted those foolish foreigners,
the French, to fight for us. Now our lower classes will do the
fighting, and what do we care as long as our gilt-edged securities
are all right." Disgusting, you say. Quite so, but as propaganda,
excellent. Or the continuous praise of France and French valour.
Laments for French blood that flowed for Albion. And above it all
the fact, the living fact, of the German conquest. Hitler had
predicted it. Now here he was. Conclusion: that man spoke
the truth, if he spoke the truth he could be trusted. As a com-
parison, there was Mr. Chamberlain's speech in which he*d said